400                    A   GLASTONBURY  ROMANCE
sight of that little red light, shining across the dew-soaked, moon-
lit expanse of fields and ditches, that thrilled John with a keen
ecstasy. He turned to give a swift glance at the girl behind him,
and the look of her figure as she rested there, her dark eyelashes
lying softly on her white cheeks, her long legs outstretched from
beneath her disarranged and disordered clothes, her slender arms
raised up and her sturdy, competent fingers clasped behind her
dusky head, increased his sensation of predatory rapture. "I
won't compete with anyone," he thought. "I won't fight these
monkish phantasms "with material weapons. I'll pillage the place
with my wits. I'll snatch the beauty of their pastures from them,
while I lay bare their hocus-pocus. My girl is enough for me!
Her body is more delicious than all their fancies. I'll drain up
the magic of this spring night, and of every night, as it sinks
down on these pollards and poplars and reedy ditches; but Til
fight these dead saints with a devilish cunning beyond anything
they've ever encountered! I'll ransack the beauty of their moons
and their marshes. I'll drink it up! I'll drain it to the dregs; I'll
penetrate all their secrets too! I'll twist like a serpent into their
deepest souls! I'll become what they are; and then I'll betray
them! And all the while I'll make love to Mary. Mary belongs to
me. She belongs to me as much as my hazel-stick belongs to me.
Oh, how sweet she looks over there at this moment. Those enchant-
ing knees are my girl's. Those maddeningly sweet ankles are my
girFs ankles. That white neck is my girl's neck. From head to
foot my girl belongs to me. I've eaten her up tonight! I've eaten
her up just as I've drunk up this moonlight floating over Lake
Village Field."
As he gazed at Mary, what John noticed now was that one of
the ribbons that held up her slip across her shoulders was hang-
ing loose and exposed. This minute and trifling disorder about the
girl's person was more provocative to his senses than any drastic
disarray could have been. It seemed pathetic that a little thing
such as this, so natural to her, and which she had refastened so
many times with her needle on its return from the laundress
should be so -disturbing to him and should excite in him such a
triumph of possession. He pressed the palms of his hands against
the windowsill and breathed intoxicating draughts of what seemed